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?^ THE EXTINCT INSTINCTS / 



, /HEW YOU ARE HUNGRY, 

you eat ,' when you 

ARE TIRED, you SLEEP . 
WHEN A SPEEDING CAE 
NEA2LV hits you, you 
jump aside ; you 

DOkTT EVEN HAVE TO ' ' 
THINK ABOUT THOSE 
THINGS.' THEKE ARE ' 
HIDDEN INSTIMCTS WITH- 
IN ALL LiVlN© CREATURES 
WHICH DIRECT THEM TO 
DO CERTAIN THINGS WHICH 
KEEP THEM ALIVE .' AND 
IF THOSE IHSTIUCTS 
WERE ALL TAKEN AWAy 
FKOM you, YOUE LIFE 
WOULD BE SHORT IN- 
DEED ; SO BEWARE OF 
SIVAUA AND HIS INSTINCT 
EXTERMINATOR .' HE 
MAY BE AROUND THE 
WEXT CORUER, WAITING 
FOE YOU 
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HIS Sister WARY BATSON AND THEIR FRIEND FREDDY FREEMAN with 

SXP!!!? MAKVEU" A TRIPLE BLAST OF WA3IC LIGHTNIWS THUNDERS DOWN 
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% THE /TORNADO 

• * ' By Larry Sleinfeldt 




RANGER JIM MASON smiled with 
grim satisfaction as the rider drew 
up to his fire and swung out of the saddle. 
Disguised as a cowhand hunting stray 
cattle, he had smoked out the gun-free bank 
robber, Thome Biggloe, f*om his desert 
hideaway with a fire and the smell of cook- 
ing food. 

"Hi, cowboy," the man said curtly, and 
nodded at the coffee pot. "Mind?" 

"Help yourself," Jim said, and watched 
the man take a tin of coffee, then rummage 
through the food kit to come up with half 
a loaf of bread. 

After a few moments, Jim stood up and 
studied the odd, green-lead quality of the 
sky over Tomade. Sergeant' Frisbie had 
been right when he said a twister would be 
howling this way. 

JIM HAD WATCHED the posse come 
back, shrugging, to get on with their pri- 
vate duties. He had taken his guitar, tilted 
his chair back and played. As always, after 
a session with the old songs, his mind pro- 
duced an idea. 

"Sergeant," he had said, going into his 
superior's office in the cow town of Tomade , 
"if those deputies couldn't find Biggloe, 
then I reckon ju3t looking for him won't 
work. I'll try and get him to come to me." 

"How?" the sergeant asked, "by serenad- 
ing him?" 

"Well," Jim ignored the barb, "I figure 
a critter who's been sitting out on the 
desert as long as this cuss has will come 
looking for food. I'll be a song happy cow- 
hand searching for stray beef." 

"Tornado weather's heading our way," 
the sergeant said. "You'll need more than a 
long to help if it rips at you." 

"My hot ideas don't like to wait," Jim 
said. "And maybe I'll get back before it 
strikes." 

NOW JIM STUDIED his desert visitor. 
He thought it would be wise to play a de- 
laying hand and continue his disguise until 
the sky cleared. 

"Folks call m« Harvey Tomkin," his 
visitor said. 

Jim knew he was lying. He was Thorne 
Biggloe who had held up the bank in El- 
Mora and shot the teller and guard. 

The ranger took his guitar and put his 



back against his rucksack. He strummed I 

lightly. "My name's Jim Mason," he said I 

eyeing the other to see if the information % 

meant anything to him. Apparently it | 

didn't. Biggloe helped himself to another I, 
cup of coffee. 
"You play that thing good?" he asked 

Jim didn't want any unnecessary talk I 
with the killer. 

"I'm playing this role" he thought, "of t 
the not too bright cowhand just till the « 
tornado blows over. I don't want to chance 
losing you if it whips right through us. J 
Mister, that's the only reason I'm not drag- | 
ging you in right now." 

He struck a loud chord and Tecto, his 
spotted cowpony, lowered his head and j 
pawed the ground appreciatively. 

"A cowhand could go crazy chasing | 
stray beef here," Biggloe said. "Too much 
space to be alone in. Once — " he started as 
though reminiscing, and then stopped. 

The man didn't need to finish. Jim recog- 
nized the marks on him. He had probably 
been about to tell a tale about one or an- 
other jail he had known. 

"Guess I'll shove off," the man said, and 
he, too, looked at the strange sky to the 
East. 

"Tornado's gathering strength out 
there," Jim said almost as though to him- 
self. "If she doesn't veer and tackle us 
she'll whip right through where you'd 
probably be heading." 

"You're crazy!" the man snarled. But he 
made no move to leave. Obviously he had 
no respect for this 'cowhand's' intelligence, 
but life on the open range, he assumed, 
had given him weather knowledge. 

Jim fanned his fire and added kindling. 
For an hour or so he sat playing songs to 
the advancing evening, to himself, to Tecto. 

fifiCTOP THAT THING!" the man 
~ barked suddenly, jarring Jim's music 
to a halt and starting a head high, neighing 
protest from Tecto. "I'm gonna sleep a 
while." 

Jim half closed his eyes and played 
lightly, singing softly, "I'm just a wayfar- 
ing stranger — " 

The man took a quick step towards Jim, 
a luger pistol fast in his hand. "I said stow 
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■■ft/" He motioned with his gun, "Stand 
mMP ! " 

■ Jim stood up, calling himself names soft- 
I ly. He had played his simpleton role too 
I well! The bank robber, with the safety 
1 knocked off his gun, frisked Jim. He came 
f out with the ranger's pistol. 

"How'd you happen to have this!" 
I "Saw one on a cowboy in a movie once," 
I Jim said. 

I "Hit the hay," the man snarled. "We're 
i riding early." 

8 "Good idea," Jim agreed getting his 
i sleeping bag and blanket roll from Tecto, 
Biggloe said, "I sleep light," and Jim 
I knew that was the truth, or the man 
I wouldn't have eluded capture for this 
| length of time. "I want to wake up to dan- 
| ger, and not to some fool cowhand yodel- 
i ling to the stars." Holstering Jim's gun he 
( grabbed the guitar out of the disguised 
I ranger's hand and smashed it to jhe ground. 
I Jim went white, but he was unarmed. 

| pRETTY MUCH A PRISONER, but 
I *■ still playing his feigned role, Jim 
I crawled into his sleeping bag and lay look- 
I ing at the stars and thinking. Because of 
I the threatening tornado he had certainly 
I gone about taking Thome Biggloe by 
t itrange methods. Sergeant Frisbie would 
t have gotten a laugh out of this. 
| "Get rid of that guitar." his superior had 
j told Jim, "You play that thing and get the 
( oddest thoughts. Biggloe's probably on a 
J boat by now." 

j Jim had swung up onto Tecto. "If I don't 
j come back with Biggloe," he said, "I'll 
1 never feel a song inside me again," He rode 
f wide and headed for the desert. 
[ Now he lay looking up and thinking of 
j his words with Frisbie. Suddenly he sat 

erect staring at the big train-like cloud 
, gathering momentum in the sky. 

He leaped out of the bag, ran to the fire 

and scattered the dying embers. He stamp- 
I ed the sparks out. 

I Biggloe raised, his voice deadly. His gun 
[ was hard on Jim. "Whatcha doin'?" he de- 
manded. 

"Twister's roaring this way! Don't want 
j any live fire sticks flying around!" 

At the sound of his voice. Tecto came 
[ trotting towards him. He ran to meet his 
i horse. Grabbing the pony's mane he com- 
: manded, "Down 1" Tecto kneeled and rolled 
t over. Jim cruched on the far side of the 
i whirling, now cornucopia-shaped cloud. 
[ "Get your horse and down!" Jim yelled 
, at Biggloe. 

The man struggled with' his beast, but 



got his animal down. A moment later the 
screaming twister struck like a rocket ex- 
press. It sent a thundering storm q£ sand 
cutting savagely across the plateau. Direct- 
ly over his head Jim sensed the air dead of 
sound. Above, the storm howled with a 
screeching rage. 

The fury of the gale lasted only a few 
seconds, but it seemed considerably longer, 
Stunned, Tecto wa£ getting to his feet. The 
horse was frightened, but Jim's soft words 
and stroking hand on his hot, wet neck kept 
him steady. Foam flecks showed at Tecto's 
mouth. 

Biggloe's horse was a fleeing frightened 
beast disappearing over the far north ridge. 

Jim turned his head and saw the bank 
robber advancing. The man's mouth was 
crooked with hate. His eyes were red. "I 
ought to shoot you like a rat," he snarled, 
his trigger finger was twitching at the 
Lugar. "You kept me from riding on before, 
I would have missed the blow." Then the 
man's grin was an ugly grimace, "But this 
is better. I'll take your horse. You can 
have my horse. Adios." 

He swung into Tecto's saddle and, laugh- 
ing a harsh chuckle, kicked the horse's 
sides. Tecto, hearing no contrary command 
from his master, started off. 

A flash moment later Jim's lariat lashed 
#ut. Biggloe's arms were pinioned to his 
sides. The thief landed with a nerve-stun- 
ning thud on the hard sand. Jim took hia 
guns and tied the outlaw securely. 

"The only reason you aren't in the lock- 
up right now," Jim told the startled, truss- 
ed criminal, "is because I thought it best 
to wait out that tornado." 

Tecto trotted back and Jim put his pris- 
oner up onto the horse again. He climbed 
into the saddle behind Biggloe. 

♦2ERGEANT FRISBIE MET them 80- 
ently at Ranger Headquarters. He took 
Biggloe away. After he made the crook fast 
under lock and key he asked Jim, "How'd 
you manage? That tornado musfve gone 
right through your hair." 

"Well," Jim smiled, watching Tecto 
munching his fresh feed, "like it says in 
the song. Sergeant, "I'll get along as long as 
a song is strong in my heart'." 

"Brother," the sergeant shook his head 
admiringly, "it must be powerful strong in 
your heart!" 

"Thanks, Sarge," responded Jim. "And 
just to show how I appreciate your admir- 
ation. I'm going right_out and buy a new 
guitar so I can sing you some songs." 

THE END. 
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